LENA
silk blouse, and then sat down at the table again, her
chin propped on her hands.
"My fate, my love ..." she said. "And who should
blame him? The other brute refuses to accept what
belongs to him. Why should this one pick up the leav-
ings? If the son of a bitch were to pay my alimony, but
all he does, the swine, is to try and get away with
mutton, as though I were a fool. ... I can have more
children, after all.59
"You will, you will, Pasha, never lose hope," the
visitor shouted and she got up and danced again in her
blue blouse, that stood out on her like the bark of a tree.
Lena soon became tired of the noise and stamping.
She put on a torn, knitted cap, her only one, which she
wore winter and summer. She took her toys—an empty
polish tin and the handle of an awL Quietly, unobserved,
she went out and marched straight to the two-storey
white plaster house.
"Pm an orphan," she told the two tall girls with
bobbed hair standing at the gate. "Pve neither father
nor mother, I'm all alone."
The girls said nothing, but looked down at her seri-
ously. Lofting up her face, she repeated the words she
had been taught* Then one of the girls asked:
4yHow old are you?"
The second turned to her companion.
"Let's call Anna Yakovlevna."
Lena peered in through the gate, and saw a garden
with swings and green grass everywhere.
"I'm an orphan," she repeated gaily.
Anna Yakovlevna came, took Lena by the hand and
led her into the house.
Grown-ups surrounded her and began asking her who
had told her to come here and where she lived. She was
so small that they had to seat her on a table so as to talk
with her conveniently, but she was too clever for them,
"Nobody told me," she replied, swinging her legs.
"And I don't live anywhere."
She realized that they wanted to send her home. But

